He shook his head. 6It Is my duty to follow yon.9
''I know, but everyone in the village will know that you
are following me. I do not like that/

A mulish look came into his face.

'My orders are to follow you. I am not to be bribed.*

'I am not attempting to bribe you. I am asking you to
consider your own comfort and mine.3

He shook his head again.

'I know my duty.5

'Very well.5 I walked out of the cafe and on down the
street. As I went I heard him arguing with the waiter
over the responsibility for the limonade gazeuse.

The telephone in tie post office was public in every
sense of the word. It was flanked on one side by a cascade
of garlic sausages hanging from the ceiling; on the other
side by a pile of empty meal sacks. There was no cabinet.
As I cupped my hand round the transmitter and mur-
mured 'Police Station5 into the mouthpiece, it seemed to
me that the whole of St Gatien stooped to listen.

'Poste Administratife said a voice at last.

'Af onsieur Beghin?*

.'II est sortiS

'Monsieur le Commissaire?*

*De la part de qui?*

'Monsieur VadassyS

*Ne quittez pas.'

I waited. Then the Commissaire's voice came on.

'Hello! Vadassy?'

'Yes.'

'Have you anything to report?'

'Yes.5

'Telephone Toulon Ville eighty-three, fifty-five and ask
for Monsieur Begfain.
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